Parnell

head were two tattered flags which his ancestors had carried
in the Irish Volunteer movement in 1779* He lay there, in
the black-draped hall, until two o'clock in the afternoon*
Thirty thousand persons had passed before his coffin while
he was lying in state, and the sound of their sobbing and
murmured prayers was the only sound heard in that hall that
day* At two o'clock the funeral procession began* Drench-
ing rain still fell, but no one remembered the rain* Two
thousand Gaels, each carrying a caman draped with black,
appeared in a formation of six abreast, and made a pathway
through the thick, swaying crowd* There was noise and
confusion until an uncovered man appeared on the high steps
of the balcony and cried out," Hush ! Hush I" and instantly
there was deep silence and heads were uncovered, and what
before was a black, indistinguishable mass became a sea of
white, anxious, and sorrowful faces* The body was brought
out* The Gaels raised their camans in salutation, and a deep
wail rose from the assembled Irish* At a quarter-past two,
when all was ready, the procession moved off* Forty bands,
with muffled drums, played the Dead March 44 in Saul" or
Adestes Fideles along the road to Glasnevin* It was nearly
half-past six when at last, in the wet dusk, he was buried*
A hundred and fifty thousand men and women had walked
with him to his grave, a hundred and fifty thousand men and
women had trudged though the drenching rain to bid farewell
to their only chief* " Farewell, our chief, our dear chief!
Farewell J Farewell!"

318